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Interview #1
Saturday, 1400 hours, 7 April 1990, by telephone
Greg Payton
282 North Maple Avenue
East Orange, NJ 07307
telephone number = 201-675-3652
LName given me by Skip Delano, GI Movement Oral History Project in New
York City.]
I was 19 years old, an urban American from Jersey City.
I had never
been away from home.
I was in a supply unit in MACV HQ.
I was at Long
Binh Jail in 1968--from April to October.
The commander was Major
Jackson.
I was sent for AWOL, assault, disrespect for an officer,
misappropriation of government funds.
I had three court-martials in
Vietnam; many charges for many things.
A lot of times I was in a fog.
We were confronted with a lot of situations in Vietnam, primarily
racism.
The bottom line to all this was that I started getting shot at
and my life was threatened by fellow Gis.
Christmas Eve 1967 was the
first time I ever got shot at and, ironically, it wasn't by a Vietnamese
but by an American.
People didn't particularly like me because when I
began to see what was going on I began to talk about the racism issues.
Black Gisin my unit constantly caught all the dirty details.
As I
began to say I didn't care to be involved in this war, people began to
carry resentments against me. My life was threatened on occasions; I
got beat up one time.
In our company the officers and noncommissioned officers could bring
That was the
women into their barracks but the enlisted men couldn't.
559th/1st Log BN, MACV.
Later called 'F Troop.'
I'm very reluctant to talk about a lot of this directly because I don't
know who you are. A lot of things I did were certainly illegal, and
some of them aren't covered by the statute of limitations.
I had gotten
very despondent.
I was working on some way of defecting when I was
picked up as an AWOL near Camp David in Saigon.
I was interrogated by
CID and MI and then transported to LBJ for pre-trial confinement.
Then
I was tried.
Six months hard labor.
I got out and then I was in the
stockade again once after the riot for a short time.
Then it was time
for me to come back to the U.S.
[I was talking to a black chaplain who served at LBJ.
He said one of
the main black/white problems was caused because of a lack of
communication. Whites didn't understand how blacks talked.
He said
that if a young black said to a white officer or NCO, "I'm gonna kill
yo' ass, mothafucka,"--all it meant was something like "You've done
something to make me angry." He said whites just didn't understand
things like that.J

Let me explain something, see.
Certainly people will sometimes say
something like that to mean "you've made me very angry." But at the
same time, if they had everything at their available means to do that at
the time it happened, it is possible that a person could get hurt.
Do
you understand what I'm saying? Mybe I'm talking primarily from my own
experience.
Certainly there was a communication problem.
That was one
of the reasons the riot took place. But I tend to believe that people
would be real upset and they would say these things, but I really feel
that if in fact they had a gun at the point of the incident that they
would have shot them. You know what I mean? There would be no
hesitation. Now since they don't have a gun maybe they still voice
their anger, but if in fact when the thing happen, you know, they had a
pistol, they'd a shot 'em. All he can do is verbally go to it in his
mind, voicin that he is upset, you know.
That's what I feel.
Major Jack had a little stick he carried. A swagger stick.
He would
poke you or jab you with that.
He would hit you with that stick. Yeah,
Major Jackson.
He was a sadistic kind of person.
In my encounters with
him he would do things like •

L I NT E R RUP T I ON ]
In my particular case it was my experience that they knew I had been
incarcerated during the riot and they felt I had knowledge of how it got
started and who the organizers were.
So when I was in confinement,
after the riot, Major Jack comes by and wants to know what involvement I
had had. Over the course of the next couple of days, I never got any
real sleep.
He would wake me up in my conex and he would come by at
different hours of the morning and want to know.
It hurt.
He knew
about pressure points of the body, so when he jab you with that stick,
it was excruciating pain. You'd be woken up with a jab in the back and
you'd jump up and it would be like yeah I really want you to go off so I
can really hurt you. Yeah.
Go off, so I can have a good excuse for
killin you.
I was truly, truly scared to death.

THIS CAN'T BE MAJOR NORWOOD E. JACKSON, BECAUSE JACKSON SERVED AT LBJ
FROM 4 JULY 1967 TO 4 JULY 1968, AND THUS WAS GONE FROM THE STOCKADE
BEFORE THE RIOT OCCURRED AND CERTAINLY WAS BACK IN THE UNITED STATES
BEFORE GREG PAYTON WAS PUT BACK IN LBJ AFTER THE RIOT.
During the riot, bunk adapters were the number one weapon.
It's usually
a wooden stake used when you lay out your bunk to make it tight and has
two holes in the ends to keep it taut.
What I did was to bring in the kerosene for the fires.
My job in
minimum security was to burn feces and I would go out every day in the
truck to go to the hospital and different places where they burned
feces.
Certain people asked me to come in and if I could bring in extra
kerosene.
So when they asked me, I couldn't say no. You don't want to
think you're not down.
So they said we're going to do this.
I didn't
think there was really going to be a riot.
But when the organizer came
to me it was like well yeah o.k., man.
I was saying to myself this

guy's full of shit.
But low and behold, it went off.
They had little
caucus meetings and I sat in on a couple of them. Clandestine.
Lights
out.
People sneaking around the barracks.
Just like Steve McQueen in
"The Great Escape." Sarne kind of feeling.
Sarne kind of ingenuity.
So
every other day I would bring in extra cans and take out old cans. We
kept it right there in front of the guards. As time went on I built up
some extra cans.
They didn't know which cans were empty and which cans
were full.
You got to remember, too, that a lot of the guards weren't
really MP-trained.
One guy smuggled a watermelon through 2-3
checkpoints. Where there's a will there's a way.
The synchronization of the riot was great.
when it went off.

I was asleep and half high

Some guards provided us with all kinds of good rnariJuana.
A lot of
guards didn't search us that good when we'd come back from work details.
So it wasn't that big of a deal.
Or guys would come to visit friends in
the stockade and bring drugs.
I had a lot of things going for rne--plenty of drugs, a support system
around me, so it was no problem for me.
You know about the Box? It was where they sent you for solitary
confinement.
It was isolated. Long enough to put a cot in and wide
enough for your arm span.
It had a light.
Twenty minutes a day out of
it for excercise and to get a shower and then locked up the rest of the
time.
In there all you got to eat was DX food--bread, water and
lettuce.
They'd keep you in that for 3 days or 4 days, then they had to
give you a regular meal and then they could start it again.
It was like
a real form of insanity to be in there locked up in that little space
for days at a time.
They'd take out the cot in the daytime so you
couldn't lay down except on the floor.
I remember one fellow who tried to escape from LBJ.
This was a guy from
New York named Greg Smith.
He must've got hold of some binoctal pills.
He came out of the hole for his exercise.
There were two fences with
concertina wire at the top.
He was wearing a T-shirt.
He climbed up
the first one and he put his T-shirt on top of the concertina wire and
he was able to get over the first fence.
He climbed up the second
fence--he didn't have a shirt on--and he got stuck in the concertina
wire and it was digging into his arm.
He was dangling there. A guard,
ignorant as he was, went over and grabbed him by the foot and tried to
pull him down.
Everybody seen this stuff.
The inmates by this time
were shouting:
"Get off him." Everybody in the compound was leaning
over; we almost knocked down the fence.
It was a big commotion.
Finally they had to get a ladder and cut him down out of the stuff.
It
was a hell-hole at the time.
-- E N D --

Interview #2
Sunday, 1100 hours, 8 April 1990, by telephone
Greg Payton
282 North Maple Avenue
East Orange, NJ 07307
telephone number = 201-675-3652
[Name given me by Skip Delano, GI Movement Oral History Project in New
York City.]
So
The riot was a nightmare. No doubt about it. A real nightmare.
much happened so quickly, so fast, that there's no way to give a play by
play description.
[Abano was described as one of six whites among the riot leaders.]
That don't sound right to me.
From the things we were getting together,
there wasn't no white boys that were down. Maybe he was another
faction.
But from the people I knew who was involved, the initial
organizers, white boys might have participated as the thing went down
but initially there was no white boys that I knew who was in leadership
positions. Matter of fact, white boys really had to take a low profile
in the stockade.
They were greatly outnumbered; there was a lot of
hatred, nobody was toleratin' any white boys bein' in control.
Most of us were young men, we were duped into goin' to Vietnam. We
really didn't have the whole script in on why we were there. When we
went over there we really began to find out we were pawns. We really
began to get a little bit about our history and what this thing was all
about. A lot of anger as related to white people. A whole race of
people whose consciousness was being raised.
For so long black African
Americans didn't have any idea of what their history was all about. As
we began to recognize we were being pawns, we didn't want nothing to do
with it. There was an angriness.
Remember too, we were sent to Vietnam not to be nice guys but sent on a
violent mission. Violence was a very natural type of reaction to
anything, cause we were in Vietnam to kill people.
Black and white guys may have fought well together out in the boonies
but it's only out of necessity that adversaries come together for
survival. You'll find all through history that when adversaries have a
common foe they would band together to deal with it so they could
survive, but after the initial enemy was gone they went back to their
old ways of fighting each other. When you're drowning, you don't care
who throws you a life preserver.
What happened in the rear was that there were people who congregated;
the guys from the South hung out together, the guys from the Midwest
hung out, the guys from the city--they hung out together.
They'd be
home boys.
If they'd be black, they'd probably be pretty close. They'd
have more to talk about, more to daydream about what it's like back

home, to have somebody you can talk to.
Black guys hung out with black
guys because of identification.
But there were always exceptions. When
I went to Vietnam I was pretty naive, but the military made me a racist.
I wasn't born a racist but I recognize now that I'm an African American
who lives in a European society.
It's a fact of life in America; we
live in a racist society.
LThe official Army investigation of the riot spoke of blacks calling
whites "chucks." A new term. What did it mean?]
A chuck is a white boy.
I don't know where it came from but that's what
we used to call them. Yeah, chucks. Mmmm.
I can't really remember
what the origin of it is.
The few hispanics I knew, I got along with pretty good.
[The official report says that two of the riot leaders were guys named
Perkins and Planter.
Did you know either one?]
Yeah, I knew Planter. When you say Perkins, I can't put no picture to
him, but yeah, I know what Planter looks like.
Planter was a guy from
Connecticut.
I'm surprised they knew that.
I wouldn't have told you
that.
Planter was one of them. Yeah, I know him.
How can I explain
what he was? Very actionary kind of guy, very violent, wanted
leadership.
I never had no problem with him.
He knew I was kind of by
myself but by that time I had a sort of status myself in the stockade.
He came after I came. Violent,
Just like one of these Grips L?] and
Bloods.
Same kind of a violent thing.
They could terrorize and take
whatever they could take. When you're in prison, you always have
cliques and 2-3 guys who want to run things and Planter looked like the
kind of guy who had been in youth homes and detention centers when he
was a kid and now he's in the stockade and its the same thing
transposed; it's familiar territory.
I would like to see Planter.
I
wonder what happened to him.
Planter was vicious in his own kind of
way.
[Did he have natural leadership qualities?]
Sure.
He probably had some leadership talents.
He had his band of
merry men.
People always want to rally around a winner or somebody that
they feel is king of the road. Maybe he wasn't natural; maybe it was
forceful.
Yeah, Planter was one of the organizers.
He wanted me to
bring in extra kerosene.
[I've visited with Major Jack.J
As far as I can remember, Silver City and the conexes didn't evolve
until after the riot.
They used to get hot as hell.
You'd be baking in
the daytime and freezin at night.
I only stayed in one three days but
it was hell.
It was a bitch. You couldn't lay down during the daytime
and there was nothin' to do.

Jackson was very sadistic, I felt.
It was a heck of a thing to think
this is the United States Army.
I tried to stay as straight as
possible; I did what I had to do but I wasn't really out front with
anything.
I ran in the shadows.
[He said he ran an efficient shop; treated all the prisoners fairly;
absolutely no brutality of any sort; we did what was necessary; firm
but fair; guards never got out of hand.J
That's b.s., you know?
Let me tell you what the stockade was like, man. Maximum security had
wooden bases with canvas roofs.
They gave us dehydrated food--a big
cauldron or pot of what was supposed to be Kool-Aid; one pack in 15
gallons of water--colored water.
You dipped your cup in it and went to
a slit-open sack of sugar and spoon sugar into it. You'd get a piece of
meat that was so tough you could hardly chew it.
It was ridiculous.
Dehydrated potatoes.
This was one of the things that created the
climate for people who wanted to uprise, for the violence, for if
everything was peachey and creamey, who'd want to rock the apple boat?
Tip over the apple cart? Conditions were really horrible, sanitation
was ugly. A horrible kind of existence. And 90% were black African
Americans--all young.
Even if you hustled in Big Red, guards like Barnes upped the quota, no
matter how many sandbags you filled.
I was never beaten; I wasn't doing anything to provoke these guards.
There was no need.
I had to do my time and recognized that so I tried
to stay out of the way, be slick in dealing with situations.
On the night of the riot, the records room was burned down and there was
a guy trapped in there and we pulled away the boards on the side of the
building to help him get out.
Some guys escaped. They beat up some MPs
and took their uniforms, dressed up, and walked out.
I saw them later
in Saigon. They were downtown still masquerading as MPs.
I'm from New Jersey; I went to basic training at Fort Dix.
One of the
guys I trained with was from Memphis, Tennessee.
I used to go home
every weekend and he couldn't get money to go home, so I took Broome
home with me a couple of times. And it was real good; it was someplace
to go.
When I got incarcerated, Broome was one of the tower guards, his
tour didn't end until some time after police call.
So when we'd go out
on police call every morning, I would position myself so I could walk
right under his tower and in the course of the night he had dropped
binoctals or a joint down and he'd say "To the right," and guide me
right to it.
Have you run across a guard named Barnes? From Baltimore, Maryland? A
black man? Every black prisoner hated him; he did a lot of foul stuff.
I don't know if he's still living because I know a lot of guys who were
serious about going back and eliminating him.
I could see about 15 guys

stabbing him in the heart.
He hid behind his badge and authority.
He
saw to it that people went to the box, harrassed people.
He was in
charge of Big Red.
He created a lot of pain in me.
Sand bag quotas. A
slave situation.
He wouldn't give anybody any slack. No kind of
compassion in th guy.
There were three of us from the New Jersey area; we all went in the Army
the same day, went through Basic and AIT together; went to Vietnam on
the same plane, and all went to LBJ.
When I went into the stockade, there were already people there I knew.
So I didn't have to get involved with a clique. That's why I didn't
have any problems with anybody.
Guys I had already done a lot of stuff
with. That I had stole with and other things.
They got me over; showed
me how to smuggle stuff in.
So that's who I gyrated to.
I'd like a copy of the investigation report.

